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Love will tear us apart, again 


by Threadbear 


Summary 


A&R man Severus Snape and former rock-god Sirius Black are at it again! Join them as 
they play stupid games and win stupid prizes! 


Notes 


This is basically the most self-indulgent-y fanfic of my own fanfic rambling mess of a fic 
out. Look, don't judge me, I haven't been able to write much in awhile and this seems to be 
the only thing that's coming out right now so I'm going with it. 


It's in the Playing with Fire universe but it basically asks what if they didn't meet up again 
in New York, what if it was London? Or, what if Second Chance City happened in London 
instead? Profound right? 

You realllly don't have to have read the others in the series to read this, honestly don't 
subject yourself to that haha. It's not that deep or difficult to follow. 


If you like my AU messy fuck up snack meow meows you might enjoy this too. If you don't 
then, congrats on having good taste I guess hahaha. 


PS. I also will be including several self-indulgent picture mashups of my faves and probably 
wayy to many song recs and no-one can stop me. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


“New guy starting tomorrow.” 


Severus taps his cigarette into an ashtray, takes a drag and exhales. He ignores Barty in favour of 
making eye contact with the boy onstage. Wonders if Crouch will take the hint and fuck off. 


“You met him yet?” No such luck. There’s a drizzle of halfhearted applause. Severus puts his 
cigarette in his mouth and claps absently, three times. 


“Nope.” They both sip at scotch and finish their cigarettes. The band packs up their gear and 
shuffles offstage. 


“Avery says he’s a bit of a toff.” The lead has made his way to the front of the stage and is now 
talking to a man in an ugly brown suit. Severus used to know the guy back in another life. Used to 
look up to him. Now he sort of pities him. The singer looks over his shoulder to Severus. Severus 
raises an eyebrow and smirks. 


“Sounds like Avery,” he says absently. 

Barty nods at the lead singer. “‘Ere, thought you were seeing that bass player.” 
“This is the new one.” Severus says peering down at his cigarette. 

“Oh no, I liked the other one.” 


“So did I,” he says. “But it had run its course. You know how these things are.” Barty didn’t. 
Could barely get a woman to stick around past breakfast. But he nodded like he did. 


“Will you sign this one?” 


“I’m not sure,” he says. He watches as the young man finishes his conversation and makes his way 
toward them. “I haven’t decided yet.” He did look good on stage, he would no doubt look good on 
the cover of magazines. “Hi.” 


“That was good,” Snape tells him. 


The boy shakes out a cigarette and shoves it between his lips. “Like anyone was even listening.” 
He starts digging around in his pockets. Severus flicks his lighter on and cups his hand to light it 
for him in one smooth motion. “Cheers,” he says gruffly. 


“They will,” he assures him. “Patience.” 

“Easy for you to say. That guy gave me his card, told me to call him. Gerard something.” 
“Anderson,” he tells him. “Gryffindor.” 

“Right yeah. I forgot you know everyone.” 

“Will you?” 


“Why, you jealous?” 


“Maybe.” 
The boy smirks briefly. “Good.” 


Severus watches his beautiful face through a haze of smoke. He can feel Barty’s eyes on him. He 
closes his eyes briefly. Give him strength. “Derby, Barty Crouch,” he says. Barty insinuates a hand 
between them. 


“A&R, Slytherin,” he tells him, he looks him up and down like he’s sizing him up to eat him 
whole. Have a little fucking subtlety, Severus thinks. Though eating people alive was sort of what 
they did. 


“Ts there any reason for me to stay?” He asks. 

“Don't think so, boss.” 

“You'll let me know if the next one’s any good?” 

“Of course.” 

“They probably won’t be.” 

“Right.” 

“But if they are... I don’t want Gerard fucking Anderson getting to them first.” 
“Got it.” 

“Where’s Avery?” 

“Boss, you can trust me.” 


He nods. Crouch’s taste was questionable but he was committed. Worked almost as much as 
Severus did. Always the first to get to someone, could smooth talk a cobra. A good man to have on 
your team in other words. 


“Come on,” Severus says to the boy. They get up and he puts a proprietary hand on his waist. 


“Boss,” Crouch says, gestures between himself and the boy, raises his eyebrows questioningly, his 
tongue darts out to lick his lips. 


Severus pauses. Christ, why fucking not. He tips his head up once. “Don’t fuck it up,” he tells him. 


At the door he slips the bouncer some money and a taxi materialises. “Good night, Mr Snape, sir,” 
he says before closing the car door. 


“Kensington,” Severus says and gives the driver his address. 


Back at his apartment Severus lets them both in, backs the boy up to the leather couch, tucks his 
hair back behind his ear and kisses his neck. 


“This place looks like a fucking museum.” 
“I’m not here often,” he tells him. 


“Christ look at that bloody view.” 


Severus runs fingers down his face, his cheekbones and over his lips. “I’m more interested in this 
one. You’re quite beautiful, aren’t you?” He’s not sure if he means it kindly. 


“So are you.” 
He drops his hand, sneers. “Don’t talk like that.” 
“Like what?” 


He crosses the room, pours single malt scotch into two heavy bottomed glasses and chooses some 
music on the iPod. 


He hands the boy a glass though the quality would be lost on him. Probably a waste of good 
whisky. “Take your clothes off.” 


The boy takes a sip of his drink. Blithely sets it down on his coffee table. That’s two thousand 
pound scotch you’re drinking, Severus thinks, have some respect. 


“Have you always been like this?” 
“Like what?” 
“T dunno. A prick.” 


Severus takes a drink. “Yes,” he says. He motions for the boy to start undressing and to hurry up 
about it. 


“What were you like when you were my age?” 
A whiny little pussy, Severus thinks. “Worse,” he says. “I’ve mellowed with age.” 


The boy grins. He had rid him self of his t-shirt and the placard of his fly was hanging open. “Bet 
you were dead sexy.” 


He cups the back of the boy’s head and feeds him whiskey from his glass. “That’s an ‘81 
Laphroaig. It tastes like smoke and seaweed drizzled with honey. Swallow. That’s it. Can you taste 
that?” 


The boy nods and Severus takes a sip and feeds him more whiskey with his mouth, tasting the 
peaty scotch on the boy’s tongue. It dribbles down the side of his chin and Severus cleans it up 
with his finger then slips it into his wet, waiting mouth. “What does it taste like? Be interesting.” 


The boy appears to think, his eyebrows furrowing attractively like a model in a perfume 
commercial. “It’s like... it’s like walking at the seaside in winter.” 


“Good boy.” He sits and sets his glass down too, motions for the pants to come off. Long, leanly 
muscled body, young taut skin, flat stomach. It could make you sick if you let it, that much 
physical beauty in one person. When he motions with his head the boy straddles his lap, knees 
buried in the leather of the couch and cock standing red at attention. “You'll get a call from Barty 
tomorrow. He’s going to give you a contract.” He runs a finger absently in circles around the head. 
“You’re going to sign it.” 


“Okay,” the boy pants. Quite sweet really. Severus imagines him to be a young quivering deer and 
himself a slavering lion, claws out, teeth bared. 


End Notes 


Title for the fic was of course taken from this Joy Division song! 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


